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One 


Author's Notes: 
For Aramis; | think you'll know why 


This is a work of fiction It's not real; hasn't happened and never will. | mean no harm and my only goal it to 


entertain. 
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My first sip of coffee was mere millimeters away from my mouth when Kirk arrived in our kitchen. Dressed 
in his Cinderella clothes - do-rag, ratty wife beater and a pair of shorts that had seen better days; he was 
holding a bagful of rags in one hand and a bottle of Windex in the other. | groaned. 


He smiled, ignoring my sound of pain. "I could use your help today." 


| eyed him from over the top of the mug, shooting him what | hoped was a look of displeasure. It was a little 


too early for me to fully react and anyway, he already knew my answer. 


Again with the smile - Kirk was too sure of himself for his own good. "| just opened the bedroom windows to 


let some of this gorgeous day in and you know what?" 

| knew but chose not to answer. 

"The windows. They are absolutely filthy.” 

"Yeah, so?" Damn his sweet ass. Damn me for even replying to him. 

"You are so much taller than me." 

| nodded and sipped at the coffee. "Yep." 

"You can reach up higher than |." 

"True." Go away, Cinderella! | am so not gonna help you. I'm gonna drink a pot of my favorite brew, check my 
emails, catch up on some TV, and then go downstairs to the studio and play. Nowhere on that list did | see 


anything remotely related to a bag of rags and a bottle of cleaning fluid. 


Undaunted, Kirk approached the table and set down the supplies. Placing one hand on his hip, he used the other 
hand to bring up a finger and tap his lips with it. "Hmmm. | suppose | could use the ladder." 


| groaned again. How is it possible that he can get under my skin in record time? 


He glanced around the kitchen. "That's what I'll do. The ladder." He turned back to look at me as | quickly 


became very interested in the crumbs from the toast | had just eaten 

"Hts in the garage, right, Het?" 

| would just have to kill him. "Yeah, in the garage," | sighed. 

‘Great! he replied, entirely too chipper. 

| would not meet his gaze but | could feel his black eyes boring a hole in the top of my head 


He patted the rags. "Just make sure these are still here when | get back. You never know when a rag thief 


may pop in" 
What he meant was more like a rag destroyer. Me. 


| nodded. "They'll be safe and sound" 


"I knew | could count on youl" He was oh so sure of himself. 
| realized | would need the rags to wipe up the blood after | killed him. Shit. 


"Ok, I'm off to get the ladder then!" Turning around, he walked toward the connecting door between the kitchen 
and the garage. 


Why did he know exactly which of my buttons to push? | waited until he had his hand on the doorknob. 
"Kirk!" 
"Yes, Papa?" he answered, full of sweetness. 


He called me that on purpose, knowing its effect. His pet nickname for me always reduced me to a hunk of 
moldable clay. Definitely, he could get away with almost anything. "Kirk, you know you're banned from using a 
ladder." 


"But Papa, that was last year! | thought I'd try it again’ Kirk indeed was a master of puppets. And | was the 


marionette on the strings. 
| stood up, shaking my head at him. 


‘Last year, a year from now, today. Plain and simple, you and ladders shall never meet again. l'm not in the 
mood for another frantic trip to the emergency room." He and | had been putting up Christmas decorations, 
his idea of course, and he was up on top of the ladder. Holding a string of lights in one hand, he was trying to 
tack them onto the wall with the other. | supposed he had misjudged his step, | was never sure because | 
hadn't been in the room. | was too busy hanging the wreath on the front door, grumbling about his excessive 
Christmas spirit. But | did him say, "oh fuck," there was a very loud crash and then it was suddenly too quiet. 
Yelling his name, | ran into the living room and found him underneath the ladder, eyes closed, his body in an 
awkward position. After my panic call to the police, my feelings of complete helplessness because | didn't want 
to move him in case his back was broken, a frantic ride in an ambulance to the hospital and more than two 
hours of not knowing his condition, | had permanently banned him from even standing within three feet of a 


ladder. 
And he knew it. 
"Baby, just answer me one question," | sighed again, there went most of my day. 


He turned around and gave me one of his high voltage grins. The kind that always brought me to my knees. | 
really do hate him. "I'll even answer two questions for you! Three!" 


"One's sufficient.” 


Kirk bounded back over to me. | swear, sometimes | think he took energizer lessons from Lars. "What's the 


question, Papa?" 

"What happened to our cleaning people?" 

"Oh, them." Kirk made a face. "I fired their lazy asses." 

‘| see." | really didn't but | knew the reason for their dismissal would be forthcoming. 

"You don't notice these things but | do. They never did a good job. They would dust after they vacuumed which 
is stupid, the bathrooms walls were always grimy, and they never polished the furniture. And lets not forget 


the windows! It wasn't as if | didn't give them plenty of warnings to shape up." 


He was right, of course. | never saw the need to do any of those things. | could live in a cave and be happy. 
The thought of me having to clean was abhorrent. 


| must have gotten a giant dismayed look on my face because Kirk gave me an indulgent smile and leaned into 


me, wrapping his arms around my waist, resting his head on my chest. 

"Don't fret, big guy. I've already set things up with Lars’ people." 

"Then why?" | cried. "Why are you making me do this?" 

Kirk reached up and played with the ends of my hair. | tried unsuccessfully to swat his hand away. 
"Papa, I'm sorry. They don't start till next week" 

One more attempt to salvage my day. "So? | can wait." 


Kirk's hand slid down my neck back onto my chest. He found one of my nipples, tweaked it with his thumb and 
forefinger, and jumped away as | yelped. 


"Hey!" 
"Sorry, couldn't resist." 
How come one touch from him sent me into a sexual frenzy? 


Kirk smiled at my reaction and molded himself against my body once again. "But | can't wait a week..and neither 


can you." 


| tilted his face up with my hand and leaned down to kiss him. "You are so sex.." And then it hit me what he 


meant by waiting a week. 

| grabbed his shoulders and lightly pushed him away. "You wouldn't do that to me." | said, growling. 
"Oh, Papa." Kirk licked his lips. 

Oh good. Now my jeans were too tight. 

"You don't play fair." 

Kirk's eyes were glowing, full of heat. "I play very fair," he said, voice low, his hips beginning to sway. 


"No," | managed to choke out because watching him move like that took my breath away. Aw, fuck. He was 


slowly stroking his body with his hands, the hands that could reduce me to beg for release. 
"One week," he cooed. "One week or a few windows?" 
"Bay Bee," | moaned and covered my face with my hands. "No." 


"Look at me, Papa," he commanded, yet it was said in an incredibly seductive tone. He knew | was almost at my 


breaking point. 


| couldn't resist. Lowering my hands, | saw that he was licking his fingers and slowly sliding them in and out of 
his mouth and his hips were in full slink mode. 


My knees sagged and my cock howled, "CLEAN THE FUCKING WINDOWS, MORON!" 

You know you're a goner when a near and dear body part screams at you. 

| looked at my lover, so sexy, so hot and yet so set on cleaning “Alright, Kirk. Windows." 

In a flash, the erotic Kirk disappeared and the compulsive-obsessive Kirk appeared. He was smiling, very pleased 
that his plan worked. As if he had any doubts. The little tease, | would have to get him back for this. And 


yeah, that was part of his grand scheme as well. 


Going back to the table, Kirk picked up the rags and Windex and handed them to me. | was too numb with 


horniness and misery to react. | followed him, like a condemned man, up to the bedroom. 
"We'll start here and then work our way around to the other rooms." 
| just nodded, wallowing in despair. 


He pursed his lips and examined a curtain panel of the first window | was doomed to clean. "I think these need 


to be taken down and washed. What do you think?" 


| groaned. | really would have to kill him. 


